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Summary: There is no war. No social experiment. This is the story of 
Eric and a character of my own creation, this starts at initiation. 
Alexandria Giovanni comes from a home full of pain and is desperate 
to escape, she joins dauntless, where a certain leader captivates her 
attention. Will she get her happily ever after? Rated M for future 
chapters . 


Relentless 

**Relentless** 

**Hi guys, this is just a little A/N for anyone who is reading my 
fic. This life our life, I'm taking a little break from that one 
because I had some inspiration for divergent. I just love Eric's 
character so I'm thinking of doing just a short fic for him and a 
character from my OC, there are going to be some awesome quotes in 
here so watch out for them! (disclaimer I own none of the characters 
or people who made these quotes) in this there is no war or social 
experiment and I've changed things about erudite that I didn't know 
so just roll with it and, hopefully it'll be awesome and you guys 
will enjoy it ****j**** pretty pretty please read and review! I of 
course don't own Eric or any others from the books or Movies 
Divergent . * * 

**Chapter 1 ** 

Alexandria woke up with a start panting a cold sweat covered her body 
and she shivered sitting up, today was the day. 

The day she could leave, and it couldn't have come quickly enough; 
she saw the looks she had been getting the last couple of weeks and 
she'd started barricading her door at night pushing her wardrobe in 
front of it and then her bed, then she slept on her bed so that if 
the door moved she'd hear it and be ready. 



She was in erudite so her parents were experts at covering things up 
by now, hell her mum had been well practised in the art since she was 
19. Today was the day she could get out, she could be free from 
hiding things and crippling anxiety and guilt. 

She'd had enough of covering bruises and worrying over whether or not 
her mum had internal bleeding, of undressing her and putting her in a 
bath to clean her wounds because she couldn't do it herself. She knew 
that she was leaving her faction today and her only regret would be 
leaving her mother. 

Every morning was the same in her household, she'd have a shower eat 
breakfast with her parents and then they'd each go to either school 
or work. It was a typical family morning; however today was 
different, she laid in bed until the sun rose she listened to her 
mother get up and painstakingly coat herself in makeup, before she 
went and began breakfast. 

She listened to her father shower and shave before she finally got 
up. She got ready as usual pinning her hair back in a tight bun and 
smoothing down her pencil skirt, before making her way into the 
kitchen . 

There was an air of tension today and she got the sensation that this 
was the quiet before the storm; she hoped she wouldn't be here for 
the latter. She ate her breakfast quietly trying to avoid eye contact 
with her parents, she was taking her bowl to the sink when her father 
stopped her. 

His deep voice echoed in the quiet room, how she hated it. How she 
hated the way he spoke and dressed, his smile, his eyes all of it. 

She hated him ardently and was surprised when he addressed her. 

'I hope you know we love you sweetheart, and I know I shouldn't 
really say this, but we know you'll fit in perfectly here' he says 
giving me a wink and a smile. 

I look to my mother whose eyes are glimmering with unshed tears, she 
knows what I'll pick today. At least one of them does, I tell myself 
just another hour repeating the mantra in my head as I turn to 
him . 

'thank you' I say in a quiet voice the only words I can bare to 
mutter. He gives me a cool glance before standing up and placing his 
dish in the sink. We have a stare off of sorts and I feel some kind 
of inner strength pushing me on and I glare back at him equally as 
cold and calculating. 

My mother breaks the moment by ushering a quick 'come on let's go 
then' in that hopelessly cheery voice of hers. My father's attention 
is brought to my mother who tries to unsuccessfully cover her wince, 
my anger burns hot when I see my father's small smile. We leave the 
house quickly after that and I say my silent goodbyes to the only 
home I've ever know. 

The room for the choosing ceremony is huge and the difference between 
the four factions has never been clearer, everyone files in and takes 
their seats and the chatter is hushed when the dauntless leader max 
stands at the front in front of the four bowls. 



'hello everyone' max says loudly and clearly addressing the whole 
hall . 

'today is a special day for most of you in here. Today is the day 
that you choose where you belong, it ' s where you decide your own 
fate; long ago our ancestors realised that it wasn't political 
ideology or religious beliefs that was to blame for a warring world. 
But it was rather human nature itself, they claimed that we were each 
flawed in our own right and these flaws were what caused war. Those 
who blamed aggression formed amity, those who blamed duplicity formed 
Candor, those who blamed ignorance became erudite, those who blamed 
selfishness became Abnegation, and those who blamed cowardice became 
dauntless. In our factions, we find meaning, we find purpose, we find 
life' I block out the rest of his speech and patiently wait for my 
name to be called. 

'Alexandria Giovanni' 

I stand quickly and make my way to the front of the hall I feel eyes 
on me as I look at the bowls set out in front of me. I see water for 
erudite and dismiss it completely, I see glass for Candor and also 
dismiss that as the years have shown, I'm far too good at lying. I 
see rocks for abnegation and also dismiss that, I can't be selfless I 
can't be chaste I'm far too curious. 

I'm stuck between amity and dauntless, I could have a peaceful life 
running around in the fields and laughing around a fire I could 
forget all my worries and all my hurt. With that I turn to dauntless; 
I don't want to forget, I don't want to chase leaves and forget. I 
want to be strong. I don't want to be hurt again. I let my blood run 
over the hot coals and smile. I've made my choice. 

The cheers of the dauntless are overwhelming and I'm quickly ushered 
into a seat given up by a tall mixed race guy with a warm smile, I 
return his smile thankfully. Before turning to an erudite girl next 
to me, she went to my school but we didn't interact. We've never been 
friendly, but I smile at her anyway she looks how I imagine I do. 

Lost but hopeful. 

The rest of the ceremony proceeds swiftly and before I know it we are 
running and climbing and running again trying to desperately catch he 
train we jump on exhausted and move to sit with our backs against the 
wall; only the train jolts and I'm unwittingly thrown into the lap of 
a guy in dauntless clothes he has brown hair and eyes and his jaw is 
nicely chiselled, his smile is inviting and friendly. 

His friends snicker, while he gives me a warm smile as I squeak and 
desperately try to get up. When I'm finally on my feet with his 
assistance he says smiling. 

'Hi I'm dean ' 

'Alex' I say sheepishly 'sorry about that' I say gesturing to the 
floor . 

'No apologies necessary what guy doesn't want a pretty girl in their 
lap' he says easily. 

One of his friends saunters up then telling dean to _stop flirting 
cause we have to get off soon._ 



'I'll see you around Alex' Dean says walking off with his 
friend . 

The girl I smiled at from erudite approaches me then and I give her a 
grateful nod as she motions to the two spots by the window. 

'so making friends already' she says gesturing to where dean and his 
friends had just left to. 

'it was an accident ' I say defensively 'I'm Alex' I say trying to 
reciprocate her friendly tone. 

'sabby' she says smiling back at me, we chat for a few minutes and I 
can tell we are going to get along, from what I can tell she has a 
wicked sense of humour and a loving personality. I can tell we'll be 
friends . 

We are distracted from our talk when someone shouts _you have to jump 
_and people start leaping from the open train doors to a roof top a 
good five feet away, the train is whizzing past as more and more 
people make the jump. 

Me and sabby look at each other, we have to jump. I go first taking a 
few steps back before running and lunging, for a few seconds 
everything is really clear and I feel free I feel light as a feather, 
I love this feeling. Unfortunately, I'm brought back down to reality 
when the cold gravel hits my shins and I fall gracelessly to the 
surface of the roof. 

I turn behind me to see sabby a foot away in the same situation. I 
pick myself up ignoring the pain is easy it's a mere splinter in my 

experience; and make my way over to help sabby up. She gives me a 

grateful look and we head over to where dean and his friends are 
smiling happily joking with each other, and the other transfers and 
standing around looking unsure. 

I smile at anyone who looks at me, but my smile dies when I see why 
everyone has gone quiet. A hulking man with rippling muscles stands 
on a ledge in front of us, his hair is shaved short enough that you 
can see his leadership tattoos that trail right into his scalp. He 
has a black ear stretcher in one ear and his eyebrow pierced 
twice . 

His ice blue eyes shine scalding, as he glares at all of us, I try 
not to wince when his gaze meets mine, maintaining my smile and 
watching his scowl further deepen as he moves away. 

'initiates, listen up!' his loud voice booms low and mysterious. 

'my name is Eric and I am one of the leaders of your new faction' 

even the dauntless born are quiet now standing straight like 
soldiers . 

'below us is the entrance to dauntless, you have to jump to gain 
entry. If you can't jump you don't belong here' his voice is abrupt 
and intimidating. 

'our initiates have the privilege of going first' he says turning to 
them. One by one they jump from the ledge you can hear some wails on 



the way down or curse words but other than that there is silence as 
one by one they disappear. 

When all of them are gone Eric turns to us 'transfers your turn' he 
says glaring at us all. A boy from Candor steps forward and with no 
preamble steps of the ledge, Eric looks dare I say it impressed? 

An amity boy goes next and I give him a small smile when I see he 
seems nervous; he gives me a grateful look before jumping off. I step 
forward next and get on the ledge, turning to sabby I give her a 
reassuring smile before falling backwards into the darkness. 

I laugh on the way down whooping with joy, I love this feeling of 
weightlessness as if nothing can hold me down. Again I'm snapped back 

into real life when I feel a net catch me, I'm quickly pulled out by 

a stern look guy with tattoos running from his neck and dipping below 
his shirt. His gaze is hard but not unkind and he studies me with 
amusement . 

'name' he says gruffly. 

'Alex' I smile 

He makes the declaration to the crowd and I make my way over to the 
others, dean gives me a grin as I walk over and I return it. The boy 
from amity regards me curiously while the guy from Candor ignores 
us . 

'I'm Mark' he says simply holding out his hand 'Alex' I return. 

'you were fearless up there, we could hear you laughing the whole way 

down' he says impressed and amused. 

'I liked it, it was fun' I say sheepishly earning a chuckle from 
Mark . 

'you're crazy Alex' he says smiling at me. 

We're interrupted by four declaring the next jumper as Sabby, she 
rushes over looking a bit green and gives me a hug I quickly 
introduce her to Mark and the three of us spend the time talking 
quietly, questioning what we think will happen next and where we are 
and they gush over the weirdness of me laughing. The jumpers quickly 
come to an end when Eric lands in the net. 

'dauntless born initiates with Lauren, I assume you guys know your 
way around' the guy who pulled me out of the net says smirking 
slightly . 

Dean and the other leave, but not before he gives me a wink and a 
soft _good luck. _I smile in thanks but blush at the same time when I 
realise that Eric and the other guy have been watching. 

I redirect my attention to them 'transfers my name is Eour, I work in 
the control room mostly but for now I'm your instructor' he says 
grimly . 

'four as in the number four' the first guy to jump says cuttingly. 

I see a grin form on Eric's face as four gives him a look of 



irritation, and I swear I catch a chuckled _every year_ come from 
him. Four steps close to the Candor boy invading his space and 
glaring at him 'is that a problem?' he asks menacingly. 

The boy shakes his head, I stare on curiously, are Four and Eric 
friends? Weird Eric doesn't look like he has friends. 

We get a tour of dauntless, we're shown the pit where apparently 
everyone goes to party or hang out and socialise we get a full tour 
before we get to a cave like room with steel bunks lining both walls 
and a communal bathroom with no doors or screens anywhere at the 
end . 

'this is your room, and before you ask its boys' and girls' Eour says 
giving a pointed look at Eric who just smirks. I glance around the 
lack of privacy won't be nice I think wryly; Eric catches my eye then 
as he smirks at what I'm sure is a look of disgust on my face. 

Eour quickly explains the system of how there are three stages and 
how we will be tested physically mentally and emotionally. Then he 
breaks the news that if we don't get ranked highly enough we will 
become factionless, I feel my spine stiffen at this. That's barbaric, 
I think at the same time I think I have to win. Becoming factionless 
isn't an option. People start to voice their disapproval and protest 
but Eric shuts them up with one sentence. 

'you chose dauntless, now we have to choose you' 

**What do you guys think please read and review thank you!** 


End 
f lie . 



